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To Calliope
Permit me here a simple brief aside,
Calliope,
You who have shown such patience with my pride
And obstinacy:

Am I not loyal to you? I say no less
Than is to say ;
If more, only from angry-heartedness,
Not for display.
But you know, I know, and you know I know
My principal curse:
Shame at the mounting dues I have come to owe
A devil of verse
Who caught me young, ingenuous and uncouth,
Prompting me how
To evade the patent clumsiness of truthWhich I do now.
No : nothing reads so fresh as I first thought,
Or as you could wishYet must I, when far worse is eagerly bought,
Cry stinking fish?
ROBERT GRAVES
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The Flight of Hamilton Smith

I st prize

JOH N CO YNE

Paul Darnell first heard about Hamilton's death on the radio
while driving to the country club, and for a few minutes there
on the superhighway he had a hard time of it. At one point he
thought of pulling off to the side of the road until he settled
down. But he managed to control himself until he pulled into
the club's parking lot and saw the last of the police cars leaving
the scene of the killing. Then all the tense emotions which he
had held in check since the hunt began two weeks before broke
through his control, and he suddenly felt old and useless.
He stepped slowly out of the car and started up toward the
club house. Usually when he came out to the club he would
enter by the front door, but this evening he did not want to
meet all the members who congregated in the main lounge.
They would, he knew, be talking about the shooting, and he did
not want to talk this particular evening about Hamilton Smith.
So instead he followed the brick path around the building and
entered the locker room. The room was empty. He walked
quickly over the sourdine rug to his locker, slid off his coat,
and began to remove his tie. He was doing this when Warren,
the locker room man, came over to see if he wanted anything.
"No, I don't think so; I'm just going to shave." He smiled
warmly at the heavyset colored man.
Warren nodded and then asked, "Did ya hear about Hamilton?"
"Yes . .. on the radio." He turned toward Warren. "Did
you see it?"
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"Yes, sir, I was walkin' out to the scoreboard to see how
many foursomes were still on the course when I heard all this
shootin' down by the reservoir. We all looked that way; it
sounded just like cars backfirin' or something, and then Hamilton he came a runnin' out of the bushes just like a rabbit. Well
we sees him cuttin' across number one fairway, cross the sandtraps and everything, and right behind him all these cops start
comin' out of the woods, shootin' and yellin' for him to stop.
And then Hamilton he got hit and tumbled over in the sand,
and then he tried to get up again and someone else shot him,
and he fell flat on his face in that long rough next to nine
green."
He stopped then, abruptly. Paul watched the old man for
a moment, and then finding nothing to say that might console
him, touched his shoulder.
Warren looked up, attempted a smile, and asked, "What
makes a person do such a thing, Mr. Darnell? Hamilton was
such a good boy! Always comin' around to say hello to me,
jokin' and carryin' on ... why I can still remember when you
two were boys carryin' bags as big as yourselves. Oh, Hamilton
he never did grow much bigger, now did he?"
"No, I guess he never did."
"I never believed he killed her!" Warren stated firmly.
"Even when they found his gun, I never thought it was our
Hamilton."
"Neither did I, but I guess he was a different person than
the one we knew."
"I guess ya're right; I guess ya know." Warren answered
softly as he walked away.
Paul picked up his shaving equipment and went into the
bathroom. Standing before the huge mirror he looked critically
at himself. He was tall, slightly built, with an angular brooding face that was clean, handsome and unmarked.
He reached into his pocket and pulled out a comb. As he
did a quarter fell onto the floor, raced around in a diminishing
circle and finally spun to a stop across a seam in the tile. A
line, Paul thought.
It had been a liner that day, too, when he was twelve and
pitching quarters at a hastily drawn line in the dirt of the
caddy yard. Paul had jumped excitedly at the toss, his face
lighting with pleasure as he examined the position of the coin.
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Hamilton fingered his quarter for a moment and then pocketed it abruptly saying, "I don't feel like pitchin' ."
"Whad'ya mean?" Paul grabbed hold of Hamilton's arm.
"I gotta go home."
"Then give me that damn money!"
"Come on, Paul; it's my last one. I need it for the show."
"I don't give a damn ... you lost it." Paul grabbed Hamilton by the shoulders and glared down at him.
"It's my last quarter, Paul, please!"
One of the caddies who was watching them pitch called over.
"You should've thought about that before you pitched, Smith."
"Yeah," Paul added shaking Hamilton's shoulders as if to
pry the quarter loose. "Give me a break, Paul; I'll let ya play
with my guns."
"Your old lady won't let us play anyway. Give me the quarter!" He started to wrestle with Hamilton. A circle of anxious
caddies formed about them. Hamilton broke loose from Paul's
grasp, picked a stone off the ground, and with one quick motion
threw it at Paul. The stone caught him over his right eye
breaking the skin. Paul fell back and covered his forehead with
his hands, blood trickled out between his fingers.
For a moment everyone was quiet while Paul bent over crying and holding his head. Then they began to shout. One caddy
shoved Hamilton and swore at him while two others ran to
help Paul. Hamilton glanced at the confusion. Someone yelled
to get the caddy master, to call a doctor. Two more came up
and swore at Hamilton for throwing the quarter. He backed
away frightened as they followed him. Finally he bolted and
raced toward the protection of the woods that boarded the
caddy yard. A pack of caddies chased him. As they yelled to cut
him off before he reached the woods, he turned, outflanked
them and raced up the hill. His short legs pumped across the
yard. He reached the water tower, grabbed one of the legs, and
started to climb toward the top.
When the caddies reached the tower they began throwing
stones at him. Paul got off the ground holding a blood soaked
handkerchief against his cut and hurried to the tower.
"Here's Darnell," a caddy called, "give him a try. He
deserves it." A small boy grabbed a stone and delivered it
to Paul.
"Go ahead, Darnell, hit him," a caddy said.
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Paul glanced up at the tower. Hamilton had almost reached
the small platform that surrounded the tank. When he reached
that, he'd be safe, Paul thought, and leaning back gathered
strength to throw the stone. He hoped he wouldn't miss.
"Oh, here you are, Darnell." The door of the bathroom
banged open. Jeff Donnelly, the president of the club, came
charging in. "I've been searching all over hell for you, Paul."
"How are you, Jeff?" Paul wiped the last traces of shaving
cream off his face .
"Not too damn well; it's this Smith business."
"What Smith business?"
"Why they killed him right out there on the eighteenth
hole. They say he was hiding on this course for the past two
weeks."
"I can't help that, Jeff," Paul answered, starting to leave.
"Goddamn it! I know you can't help that, but I want a board
meeting about it before dinner."
"What for? You want to establish a monument?"
"Hell no! I just want to forget he ever was on this course.
And that's what I want to see you about. Several of the board
members were talking and we decided to draw up a letter for
the press saying Smith never caddied here at all. I want you to
get started on a first draft right away ... "
"But Smith did caddy here. In fact I caddied with him."
"Well forget you ever did, forget you ever heard about
Hamilton Smith. We can't have the club's name connected with
any lunatic killer ... "
"Hamilton wasn't a killer."
"What are you talking about? He killed his old lady and shot
it out with the cops ... "
Paul started to object, but realizing the futility of his protest, turned and left Donnelly standing in the bathroom. When
he had finished dressing he walked out into the cool evening.
He was thinking of Hamilton again, as he had been for the last
two weeks, ever since the body of Hamilton's mother was
found . Even then everyone was talking about Hamilton in
terms of the killer; he had been the only one who had defended
him.
"Hamilton's no killer," Paul had stated to the police.
"Why are you so positive?" the detective had asked.
They were standing on the first tee of the club the Saturday
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after the body was found. Paul was waiting to tee off when
Captain Dennis, the detective in charge of the case, had come
to question him.
"I caddied with him," Paul had answered. "We were close
friends."
"When did you see him last?"
"About three weeks ago; he was hitchhiking on the club
road."
Paul remembered he was coming out to the club for dinner
and had just turned onto the club's road when the fierce beam
of his car's headlights had picked out Hamilton standing at the
edge of the road. He looked ragged and unkept; his face, in the
one quick glance Paul had of it, was unshaven and strange
looking.
"Did you ever meet Hamilton's mother?" the detective asked
then.
"Just once, during the first year I was caddying, Hamilton
and I went over to his house to see his guns."
"Smith liked guns?"
"Not in the way you're thinking! We all liked guns. It wasn't
anything at all."
"Well, what about his mother? How did they get along?"
"I can't really remember; it's been a long time."
"Tell me then what you do remember."
"It had been raining," Paul began slowly, "Hamilton and
I were inside the caddy house, watching it rain, and trying to
think of something to do."
He told Dennis how he had suggested their going over to
Hamilton's house, getting his guns, and shooting birds in the
field behind the club. At first Hamilton had been against it,
but Paul finally convinced him that it would be a lot of fun.
Hamilton's home wasn't far from the club. They cut through
the woods behind the caddy yard and came out at the back of
the housing unit for the nearby defense plant. The rows of
small battleship-gray buildings were ugly and uninviting under
the leaden sky of the late afternoon.
When they reached his home they walked around to the
back porch, following a skinny concrete sidewalk that acted
as a bridge over the rain water which was flooding the yard,
and entered the house looking like two alley cats coming in
out of the rain.
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"I'll get the guns," Hamilton had said, "You wait here."
Paul sat down cautiously on an old couch and looked around
at the unheated room filled with broken furniture and piles of
old clothes. Through the open door he could see dirty dishes
stacked dangerously high in the sink. There was a radio playing
in the other room; its blaring tunes acted as a companion to the
uncivilized rooms.
Hamilton came hurrying back with the guns.
"Come on," he said rushing toward the door.
Paul stood up and started to follow; it was then that he saw
Mrs. Smith.
"What the hell ya doing, Hamilton? Who told ya to take
those guns?" She charged forward, a towering person with a
blunt, masculine face. Grabbing the guns away from him she
shouted, "I told ya to leave them alone." Then with a quick,
chopping motion she slapped him across the face. He cowered
away from her crying.
"I was just goin' to show him the guns, Mom."
She turned toward Paul.
"Well ... yeah ..." And then fearing she might find out
the truth, he said quickly, "We were also going to shoot birds
out in the fields."
"Lying to me weren't you, Hamilton?" She turned back to
her son and slapped him again. "Now get in that house." She
shoved him toward the door, and then turned back to Paul.
"You better get home." And without waiting to see if he obeyed,
followed her son into the kitchen, slamming the door behind
her.
"That was the only time I saw her." Paul told Dennis.
The first tee was empty now; the detective and Paul stood
alone under the shade of a wide tree, as if they were a twosome
waiting to play.
It was empty again when Paul came out of the locker room
escaping from Jeff Donnelly into the privacy of the darkness.
He stood there for a few minutes and then aimlessly started
down the brick path, through the parking lot, until he stood
in the deserted caddy yard next to the water tower. He glanced
up at the hovering water tank silhouetted against the empty
dull sky. Then subconsciously he felt the scar over his right
eye. It was hardly noticeable now, a slight impression that
could only be seen when he frowned; but that afternoon seven16

teen years before when he had thrown the stone at Hamilton
the blood had flowed freely.
His stone had not hit Hamilton; he had scurried to safety
through the small hole onto the platform.
"You'll have to go get him," one of the caddies stated.
Paul glanced around. Several others nodded agreement.
"What do ya mean?"
"Smith ... you'll have to go up and get him."
"Why?"
"He hit ya ... ya've gotta pay him back. You ain't chicken
to climb that tower?"
"Hell no!" He answered weakly. "I ain't chicken."
"Go ahead then ... the bleeding's stopped."
Paul tenderly felt the cut.
"What should I do with him?"
"I don't know," one of them said, "Hit him maybe, pretend
you're goin' throw him over the side, anything; it's up to you."
Paul started up the tower holding tightly to the steel rings
that served as a ladder. When he reached the top of the leg
he stopped and looked through the hole in the platform for
Hamilton. The wind was strong at the top of the tower; he
hugged the ladder, half afraid to move.
Paul could not see Hamilton. So securing a hold on the
platform he pulled himself up. As he did his foot slid off the
steel ring and wedged between the rods that braced the leg
to the tower. He was unable to move. Stranded in the opening
of the platform with his arms holding him in place and his
leg caught he could not go up or down.
"Hamilton," he called. "Hamilton come here, please!"
At the corner of the huge tank he could see the shadow of
Hamilton; the small, blunt image waited. "Hamilton, please!"
he called again, panicking at his failure to act. Then slowly,
with frightening casualness the shadow moved and Hamilton
came in sight. Paul labored to hold his position. "Hamilton, it's
my foot; it's caught in the ladder."
Hamilton stepped forward slowly as if expecting a trap.
He had been crying; tears washed clean streaks through the
dirt on his face. Cautiously he bent over and looked at Paul's
leg twisted in the rods; then, without comment, he reached
toward Paul.
For some insane reason, perhaps because of Hamilton's
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silence and the dull stare of his eyes, or because the way his
small hand moved forward, Paul thought Hamilton was going
to push him through the hole. He jerked back, lost his hold
on the platform and began to slide. Hamilton dived forward,
grabbed his shirt, and held him while Paul, dangling through
the hole, reached again for safety.
Seventeen years later as Paul looked up at the tower he
shuddered at the thought of what could have happened if Hamilton had not been there to help. But then, he reasoned, trying
to explain away the indebtment-if it hadn't been for Hamilton
and the quarter he wouldn't have been up on the tower.
He turned from the tower and the caddy yard and started
to walk back toward the club, realizing his walk had not solved
anything, but only stirred up all the unresolved questions from
his past.
"But the past is important," the detective had said when
Paul asked why he was being questioned about Hamilton's life.
"Why don't you just find Smith?" Paul asked angrily.
"We'll find him, but we also want to know what he was like,
what he did, where he hung out, and who were his friends."
"I told you I knew him a long, long time ago, when we were
kids. Since then we haven't moved in the same social group."
"Did you ever see him?"
"Yes ... occasionally, when I would be driving through
town, and he did caddy here."
"He ever caddy for you?"
"No."
"Why not? Too proud?"
"No, that wasn't it. I told the caddy master not to send him
out with me."
The detective studied Paul for a moment and then asked
what were his reasons.
"About two years ago," Paul answered, "I was driving home
on Route 45, and my car broke down by Mills Tavern. It was
about midnight. I pulled into the gas station next to the tavern
and had them look at it. There was something wrong with the
generator, I can't remember now, but anyway I told them to
fix it."
He told the detective how he had crossed the highway and
gone into the tavern to have a beer. The place had been
crowded. He couldn't find a stool at the bar, so he walked
18

toward the back of the building, where they had small tables.
It was there that he saw Hamilton.
"Hi, Darnell, you old son-of-a-bitch."
"Hello, Hamilton, how are you?" Paul said and pulled a
chair up to his table.
"I'm doing O.K., you know, workin' steady at the foundry.
Can't complain." He took a huge swallow of beer and wiped
his hand across his mouth. His face was broad and uninteresting
with a wide, flat nose, and large, coarse lips. "You're doin' all
right ... member of the club and everything."
"I can't complain either; it's taken a long time."
Hamilton nodded dully and stared ahead for a moment.
"I've been meanin' to go up and see ya sometime. I'd like
ya to do me a favor, you know for old times sake."
Paul glanced up and watched Hamilton.
"What is it?" he asked cautiously.
"My old lady is an alcoholic and I'm trying to get her
admitted to a state hospital," he stated unemotionally.
"That shouldn't be a problem."
"Yeah, but ya got to have a doctor's approval or something;
that's what I want to talk to you about."
"What do you mean?"
"Well, you know all those doctors at the club really good,
right?"
Paul nodded slowly.
"I was thinkin' maybe you could get one of them to write
up a letter of admittance or whatever it is. I could save a little
scratch, you know."
"Hamilton, I really don't think I can. I'm a new member at
the club; it just won't look right. I'm sorry but ... "
"Hell, Paul, for old times sakes, you know ... on the side
maybe you ask one ... "
"I'm sorry, Hamilton, but the answer has to be no."
"Paul, come on, ya got to. This old drunk is driving me nuts.
All day long that's all she does! I can't afford to have all those
doctor bills and everything. What'dya say, pal? It'll save me
a little bread."
"Hamilton, I'd like to, but the members won't go for me
asking any favor like that. The answer is no."
Hamilton sat back in the chair. His face was slightly flushed;
his eyes blurred a little.
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"And you never did anything about his mother?" the detective asked.
"No," Paul answered softly.
Paul reached the front entrance and walked into the club.
The members were filing into dinner. Throughout the building
he could hear gay laughter and the sounds of tinkling glassware.
As he crossed the lounge walking toward the dining room,
Jeff Donnelly called to him from the bar, and asked if he had
done anything about the letter.
Paul stopped and looked toward him. Several board members who were there turned and waited for his answer.
"I was on my way to do it now," Paul said. Then he turned
and walked alone toward the office.

Washington D.C.
Awaited dawn is yet five hundred miles at sea;
In Union Station there are few but me to watch
The little gnomes come out and clean the urinals.
Beneath a bright orange skirt a shapely pair of legs
Squeeze into heels that echo far across the vast
Concourse, reminding me of you, my answer to their
chocolate question.

SAM PIPE
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Suicide
I st prize

Come, this is a perfect sandspurred spot
For such a one as you to lie upon.
It will make them mourn to comb your cockspur hair,
To fuse false rouge into your egg-shelled cheeks.
But now you watch the Judas sheep
Graze in Nature's petticoats, embroidered with a
thousand could-be promises,
And now you stare as yellow jackets rape the
brown-eyed Susan,
You listen to the breeze harp the languid
willow strings.
While the mourning dove above you plaints
for-give-give-give,
Liquid whisperings of bedded rock tranquilize
your soul,
And fragrant grass crescendos bottomless
lungs of air.
Come, man, green grass by brook will give you
no respite,
I am the fulfillment of the only promised thing.

JOAN JOYCE HILL
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lament
friend,
your death stuffs my mouth,
I gag because my jaws can't move,
I don't know how to swallow killed life.
I've never been kicked in the crotch of my soul before,
left standing there
gasping
slightly bent
not believing that frightening pain.
our chromium culture swiftly
slips us into a condom stopping
the scream.
not letting us feel the tremble
or the saltsound
but lets me buy a 3 dollar mass.
friend freshly killed
I never knew that lives sliding
all around me
could be disgustingly
loathingly
trite.
oh
deferent and sad
for a minute
never hearing
the booming inside the hollowhollow
of me.
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I pulled the blackestblue night down
over me
and cursed
the air stalestark
who knows who
cursed that you couldn't live your life
couldn't keep the only gift youth has
living life
you would have used your gift well.

?

friend
it's so goddamned hard to be glib with death
we've shared ideas laughs
a few bottles
how can I list our human produce?
it's green
yet laminated in memory's plastic.
so we share this last human actyou die
and I learn
something? nothing?
about death.
friend,
sharing is never equal
and you paid the christcostly part.

C.C.GASTA

23

A Sketch
RALPH COOK

Keith and I talked about going downtown. Usually, we would
spend our Saturday afternoons drinking in the San Luis. Today,
it was easier to stay in our room, since the weather was cold
and the trip downtown meant standing and waiting for a bus.
Our talk rambled. We damned the hopelessness of our beredom,
and convinced ourselves to try the bus. A short wait, people to
see, and a new conversation gave us a glimmer of optimism.
But, when we arrived at the plaza, the sun had faded and
shone only weakly through the overcast sky. Clouds of dust
rolled over the mountains, and sand already blew from curbs
and building corners. We took two or three turns around the
plaza, considered the distance to the San Luis, and damned the
weather. There was another bus. We could go home. We ran
to the bus. Our ride, this time, was a clanking machine that
counted tokens .. . it was backs of heads ... it was bumps and
jostle and stops. Our conversation bleached like the wind on
the colorless sky. Keith pointed out an empty beer can that,
like us, was being driven by the wind. Rolling in the center
of the street, it shunned sloping driveways to keep abreast
with our bus. It jogged on corners and edges of bricks, but
held on to its remaining life, the wind. The bus stopped. Sand
and leaves swirled ... the can raced across the smooth intersection ahead of us. We wondered if we would see it again; how
it had come to be in the street; and (since it surely must die)
how it would die. We overtook the can as it rattled on rough
bricks. An upturned corner struck it. It lurched and rolled
to the side and stopped in a sand strewn gutter. And the wind
continued blowing.
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A Near Tragedy
KATHRYN HODGMAN

When the space of centuries, cultural differences, and different basic styles separate two plays, it is a brash critic who
tries to compare them. It is in such widely divergent cases,
however, that the critic perforce returns to basic concepts, and
begins to classify in an Aristotelian sense. If one were to compare Cleopatra and Queen Victoria, for example, one might say
that both had in common the fact that they were members of
the human race, white, and queens. There the resemblance
would end and dissimilarities would appear. The differences
would be the more striking by contrast with the obvious
similarities.
Thus, two plays, Othello and The Hairy Ape, though quite
different, have a fundamental thesis in common, namely, the
concept of the "Beauty and the Beast." This takes form on two
levels, that of the contrast of the two main characters, brawny
man and frail, delicate woman; and through these, the contrast
of a simple primitive class opposed to a sophisticated, highly
developed one.
In contrasting the two characters, both players use the dramatic device of color, or, in a painter's sense, values. Dark
versus light, or even black versus white, play continually
through both dramas. In informing Brabantio of the marriage
of his daughter to the Moor, I ago speaks of "the old black ram"
and "your white ewe." 1
In The Hairy Ape, O'Neill describes Yank, the hero, as a
Neanderthal type, covered with sooty sweat. The heroine, or
chief feminine character, is always described as pale, fragile, and
dressed in white-a perfect counterpart of the burly, dark form

25

of Yank. Yank himself is portrayed as overly conscious of this
difference. "Did yuh pipe her hands? White and skinny ... And
her mush, dat was dead white, too." 2
Continually mentioned in Othello and The Hairy Ape is the
second level of contrast, that of primitive and cultivated societies. Othello, in pleading his case of having deceived Desdemona
into marrying him, says, "Rude am I in my speech .. ./And little
of this great world can I speak,/ More than pertains to feats of
broil and battle." 3 Brabantio says that Desdemona-"in spite
of nature, / Of years, of country, credit, everything-" 4 has fallen
in love unsuitably.
As a parallel, Mildred, in The Hairy Ape, realizes the
physical and moral weakness of her class. "But I am afraid I
have neither the vitality nor integrity." 5 Still, she cannot endure
the bestiality of Yank, and the inherent disgust she shows is the
motivation of the play. "Ain't she de same as me?" 6 asks the
puzzled Yank, and his consequent insecurity is the motif of the
play.
Very closely related to the maladjustment of the primitive
and worldly types is the Aristotelian hamartia of the two heroes:
extreme gullibility. Though both are self-respecting and feel a
pre-eminence in their own societies, there is a basic insecurity
which allows craftier men to hoodwink them even beyond the
limits of their simplicity. Othello is led to believe in his wife's
infidelity by the flimsy evidence of a handkerchief; Yank is led
to believe that Mildred has called him a hairy ape, when it was
really Paddy, the irascible Irishman who used the term. "Say,
is dat what she called me,-a hairy ape?" asks Yank. Paddy
answers that she looked it at him. Yank, taking the look for
the word, or Paddy's implication for the reality, then repeats,
"Hairy ape, huh? Sure! Dat's de way she looked at me, aw right.
Hairy ape! So dat's me, huh?" 7 From then on, Yank feels that it
is Mildred who has given him this title.
In addition to having the fatal flaw, or hamartia, as Aristotle
describes it, the two characters go through a sequence of security, doubt, insecurity, and disaster, ending in death. They
thereby meet the demands of Aristotle's perfect tragedy,
peripety, or a reversal of the hero from a state of happiness to
the complete opposite. Also, another point which Aristotle
stresses-discovery, or the gradual step by step uncovering of
truth to the main character-is visible in both plays. Yank's is
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an uneasy discovery of his inability to fit into any group, as he
tries each in turn: the stokers, the I.W.W.'s, prison. Each, in a
long chain of discoveries, is found not to be the answer. Othello
finally realizes his faulty judgment when Emilia makes a deathbed statement of Desdemona's innocence, and tells the truth
about the handkerchief. Another proof of the villainy of Iago
and the gullibility of Othello is found in the discovery of a
letter in the pocket of the slain Roderigo. Othello sees himself,
and his cry of "Fool, fool, fool!" is the agony of complete
recognition.
These are some of the major similarities in the two plays,
and they bind them rather closely, so that the essential differences are more apparent. The major difference is so great
that it removes The Hairy Ape from the nature of a tragedy in
Aristotle's terms. Aristotle's second point in his list of the important elements of tragedy is that of character. The fact that it
is a character, noble and faulty, who eventually sees the plan
of the universe, or some great truth, and adjusts himself to it,
is the essence of tragedy as Aristotle considers it. Without this
reality of a real character, The Hairy Ape becomes a tract on
class conflict. Yank is never a real person. He is an expressionistic version of man at a low level in our social system. The men
are part of a group which makes an "uproar swelling into a sort
of unity, a meaning-" the bewildered, furious, baffled defiance
of a beast in a cage." 8 Yank is a sort of emanation of the group.
O'Neill says himself that "the public saw the stoker, not the
symbol, and the symbol makes the play either important or just
another play." 9 In another instance, O'Neill says that Yank is
"every human being." He never is just a stoker, or just Yank.
Othello is, however, a real character, one whose characteristics
every one knows, personally. He is impulsive, fearless, just,
loving, uneasy, and jealous. We can see our faults in Othello,
but we are never Othello. Our hearts feel pity and fear for
Othello, but the class struggle of Yank is something we can
look at with the same detachment with which we view a tract.
Arthur Miller voices this when he says, "Our lack of tragedy
may be partly accounted for by the turn which modern literature has taken toward the purely psychiatric view of life, or
the purely sociological. If all our miseries, our indignities, are
born and bred within our minds, then all action, let alone the
heroic action, is obviously impossible."IO
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That which O'Neill uses for symbols in his play is often
outworn, such as the people on Fifth Avenue, or the Wobblies.
These symbols actually are so dated, and so belonging to a
separate slice of time, that they give his play a rather faded
quality, like a piece of "moderne" furniture. The play Othello,
while in a fixed era and time, has a universality which makes it
timeless.
Krutch in his critical essay, The Tragic Fallacy, says that
the tragic fallacy upon which heroic tragedy was built "presents
man's passions as important throughout all time and all space;
the very fact that he can sin means that this universe is watching his acts; and though he may perish, a God leans out from
infinity to strike him down." 11 Othello does not mention God,
but he has a stern sense of justice. The justice he meted out
to a Turk is his own sentence. As he stabs himself, he says,
"I took by the throat the circumcised dog/And smote him
thus." 12 He has judged himself with the same quick justice he
gave others. He faces his universe nobly, and it is a universe
that has law and order, cause and effect. He speaks of some service he may have done the state, of one that "loved not wisely
but too well," 13 and says he was "perplexed in the extreme." 13
This survey was not enough for him to excuse himself. He was
"great of heart." 13 He was a part of the Tragic Fallacy.
Yank sums up his philosophy with a "What the hell!" He fits
in nowhere and finds no meaning in life. He never has the
tragic vision, never has a great struggle. O'Neill says, "The
struggle used to be with gods, but is now with himself, his own
past, his attempt 'to belong'." 14
Thus a comparison of the two plays shows that O'Neill's play
is not tragedy in the Aristotelian sense at all. Is it tragedy,
or is it propaganda? Does Yank, as a symbol of man trying to
find his place in the world, "a harmony which he used to have
as an animal, and has not yet acquired in a spiritual way," 15
inspire a sense of pity or fear? Does he give us new insight into
man and his plight today? This is perhaps, finally, a personal
answer, and mine is that the play is propaganda.
"As soon as an author slips propaganda into a play everyone feels it and the play becomes simply an argument." 16 With
these words of O'Neill's, I feel he has judged his own play, and
described the final comparison between Othello and The Hairy
Ape.
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After a Quarrel
Engloomed with new-pained, sharp despair
I plod the chores despondently,
Amid echoes in the house.
What right had we, once loving pair,
To sound the halls so violently,
Tear at the family's roots?
Small Tim sits on the lowest stair,
His eyes, blue curiosity.
Thumb-comfort in his mouth,
He holds a shredding Teddybear.
Proud in his skill, learned recently,
He sits, prim and secure.

DIANA SCHELLENBERG
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Progress
The leakless jar five thousand years perfecting,
And kept unchanged ten thousand more among
The potters' cult, their ritual protecting
The essence of the jar. Mankind, still young,
Progresses on his face . Grown cleverer,
He crawls now; walks soon; sooner runs,
Up the spiral, faster, as the purr
Of the turbine scales in a shriek to Silence. Spun
On the butt of an engine's shaft, the jar's fabric spreads,
Weakens: down cross, down sword, down phallus; up
nipple and womb;
Wink, shrug, laugh at all; copulate on the altars.
The jar shatters into earth, the burning motor falters:
Return taboo, fetish and totem; the rooms
Of the mind are shuttered; the potter gropes for the
dead.
JAMES DOUGHERTY
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Green Along the Golden
Across barren skinned lads
green along the golden grass shore
the greenday forest of the moonstruck
wailed the way of white time,
while down in a low hayday
dawned a godman, god.
Wisemen drawn golden across
the hay struck hoarse roads
a cup of grainspread-white about
a sky above them walking,
while down in a low hayday
wailed a godman, god.
Myrrh golden incense bought
babysblood three and thirty years
across greenwills chanted of seeing
fishbread float above the sea,
while down in a low hayday
walked a godman, god.
Silver tales sold Caesar
gave unto himself the care of him
who cried among the green forests
of wile greenwood grew the
golden post of godman's cross.

THOMAS A. DONOVAN
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The Chosen Way
CAROL MARCKS

The room had become enveloped in a cloud of blue smoke
from the many cigars and cigarettes. It seemed that whenever a
meeting was held, every person had to smoke constantly because, after all, this is what one was expected to do at a board
meeting. The smoke began to sting her eyes, and a feeling of
fatigue and boredom irresistibly stole over her.
She was an attractive woman in her late thirties who carried
with her an air of experience and efficiency. Her hair styled in
a sleek bun, but this morning she had been very rushed, and
now several strands had fallen loose and straggled down her
neck and across her forehead. A slight line of concentration
was etched between her eyebrows. Her make-up, which took
such time and patience to apply each day, was now mostly
worn-off, giving her face a pale and drawn appearance. Her
chic, brown tailored suit was the smartest style last year, but
now always seemed to have a slightly wilted look, and her
expensive, matched shoes were dull and creased.
The meeting droned on. Unconsciously she reached back
to tuck in a few loose ends of hair; she uneasily wet her dry
lips, and she knew that long since the last trace of lipstick had
disappeared. She guiltily fidgeted with the eraser of her
pencil, pushed back the cuticle of a nail and glanced casually
at her watch. It was twenty minutes after six; she had been
sitting here for over two hours. Soon they would have to adjourn because the others were becoming restless and hungry.
She finished the last sip of her third cup of coffee and patiently
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waited for the note in the speaker's voice that would tell her
the speech was coming to a close. Her face took on a fixed,
interested expression, but her thoughts began to drift in other
directions.
The long years that had gradually accumulated seemed to
pass through her vacant mind. It was true what everyone said,
she thought. She did deserve this top position in the firm, for
she had devoted all her life to achieving it. She had worked
long, and she had worked hard, sacrificing and disciplining
herself against anything that would interfere with the plans
she had so carefully mapped out. As with most of her business
associates, love, marriage, children, and a home were all secondary goals. An intangible feeling of doubt shadowed her
tired face as she recalled how she had unhesitatingly pushed
aside any possible opportunity to share or give, for this kind of
emotion could only hinder her in her ambitious climb. Uncomfortably, she shifted in her chair and recrossed her legs. The
small, stuffy room was becoming unbearable. She remembered
how, frequently, in the last few years, when she had been
plagued with moods of depression, she had asked herself if she
had made the right choice. But she had never stopped long
enough even to think about the answer.
"Well, I guess that just about sums things up, and I thank
you all for your patience," the voice said. She got up quickly and
almost fled from the room. An unknown fear began to seize
her and she felt enclosed and cramped in the office building;
she must escape this feeling of suffocation. Without even stopping for her purse and hat she stepped into the first elevator
and soon was standing on the city street. The air was warm and
muggy, and suddenly the fear subsided. A cold, expressionless
look came over her face, and she began to walk slowly, but in
. a deliberate manner while people hurried around her with
shopping bags and brief cases. Suddenly she knew what she had
subconsciously been avoiding: a realistic look at herself. This
is what had caused her to panic momentarily, but now the
initial shock was gone and she began to realize that this was
more than just a frightened minute. She understood, it was
something she could not run away from. This was the time to
answer the question she had so long evaded because she was
always too busy getting "there." Now that she had succeeded,
the question and the answer must be faced.
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She had worked so hard and so long that at first the actual
accomplishment was met with an exhilarating relief of selfsatisfaction, but gradually and increasingly came a void feeling of nothingness. Now there was a feeling of complete futility
and, worst of all, a sense of defeated uselessness. She was alone,
as she had chosen to be, and she would always be. Loneliness
she had felt before, but now it was no longer just that, it was
disillusionment too, and this is what made the aloneness unbearable. Thoughts flew through her mind. The hopelessness
of the situation confronted her, nothing to look forward to
with anticipation, and now, perhaps, nothing to look back on
with pride. "Hopeless," a word she had never allowed herself·
to consider. Now it was more than just holding the word in
contempt, it was a matter of deciding if it applied to her.
A slight drizzle had begun to fall, and she hurried the rest
of the way home. She opened the door; the room was cool and
dim. As she closed the door, an overwhelming sense of relief
seemed to encompass her. She stood there for a minute in the
safeness of her private, little world for which she had fought
so hard, and the hardness melted from her face and heart. What
a silly thing to ever think: she wasn't alone, and she had everything she could want, and she had many friends, important ones
all over the country. She was important, too, and there was a
great deal of meaning in her life. After all, she was indispensable at work, and she had accomplished something that most
people are afraid to even attempt. And no one had helped her;
she had done it all by herself. Yes, that was the most important
part, she had done it alone.
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Mole-Men
Peeping forth out of the womb of earth,
We blink in blank stupidity upon
The too-fair face of green and gold ;
Forbidden to return at once into
This all-consoling tomb, we scatter out
Of fear in search of other room, groping
Futilely with heartless claws and gaping
Mouths ; obscene, accursed, a furry jest for
Gardeners' traps, betrayed by stupid rills
Or lack of knowing what the nature of
The world is we live in, we again descend
Into the primal womb, and do not rise
Until the fossil time of ages lifts
Us in a pagan crust, to become museum
Pieces, stolen from the future's crumbled dust.

W. GARY GROAT

Death
I saw death come 'round the corner dressed in white
On rubber soles that whispered in their chore
He shuffled by and then came back again
As silently as whence he came before
And if he spoke I heard him not but felt
The thunder of the quiet mist he spread
Re-echo through the halls of life unlived
Where swinging pendulum snaps its silken thread
A gracious cup of dignity he bore
And slowly seeped beneath my baby's door.

GENEVIEVE BURNS
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Child-Thoughts at Night

BERNADETTE LUKASAVITZ

"Oh, the frogs' song is all jagged like bits of broken glass,"
I thought. Their pipings cut the darkness. The night was deliciously cold lemonade after the hot day. I lay with my face
buried in the grass, tasting and feeling the night, as dew fingers
brushed across my young brown arms.
The grass was wet dark green at night. The blades were
rough, and cut when you ran them the wrong way across your
tongue . I rolled one between my teeth, bit and tasted the bitter
wild green. Chin on the ground, lying on my stomach, I peered
through the grass blades and saw a flash of fire-fly, here, then
there, hang in the air.
In front of me the house reared, the black shadow of an
animal. My own pretend game swept me up, and my stomach
tightened in fear ... the animal was opening one bright yellow
eye, looking at me. But no, it was just a window, framing the
matchflame my mother struck to light the lamp. The wick
accepted the fire; she replaced the chimney and moved to draw
the shade. The light made a lane across the grass and I lay at
the end of it. I lay very still. She pulled the window shade
down slowly without seeing me, and the yellow lane crept back
across the grass and hid itself at its black edge. The eye had
closed into a narrow sleepy slit.
My body was prickled by the little dead grass stalks, so I
rolled over on my side, then sat up and ran my hand over the
top of my bare foot. It was rough, furrowed where the hard
bits of grass had pushed their impressions into the skin.
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I looked a little to the left, beyond the house. The sun, after
disappearing behind the trees in the west, had left a pink tinge
above their black lace tops. Above that, the sky mixed blue and
pink, and above that a deeper and deeper blue until the stars
peeped out of black. A person could never feel alone with so
many eyes watching. But they weren't eyes, they were windows,
too. The windows of heaven. And angels looked out of them.
Many, many windows, all across the sky. My favorite bright
star was still there. I looked for it every night, and every night
it looked back at me. I hugged my knees up close, twisted a
little. The dew was making the night cold.
In the east, a fire began to burn slowly behind the woods.
Once the woods had been on fire, and my father had worked
with other men fighting it. But that was a long time ago and
the green brush had grown again, and the big trees were beginning to hide their black scars. The fire was mounting higher,
blazing from the edge of a ball . . . only the moon, nothing to
be afraid of. The moon always smiled, but especially when it
was just getting up. The trees were like cobwebs across its
face. It didn't mind, it just kept smiling, and rising higher,
getting a little smaller as it climbed.
The sound of dishes clanking and clinking came from my
shadow animal, the house. Something was being cooked. Potatoes, boiling in white foam, gave off a heavy smell. Frying meat
sent out a light and beckoning air. I was suddenly hungry. Then
a chair scraped against the floor. The screen door's spring made
a twang-twang sound as it opened, and my mother stood against
the light.
"Child! Child, come and eat," her warm thick-milk voice
called.
As I slipped into the light past her, her worn hand with the
cooking smells all over it brushed me.
"I don't know what you find to do in the dark by yourself,"
she said.
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Seascope

What is the sea? Follow!
I'll show you a mystery ...
Come, stand with me.
We'll let the stinging waters
Swirl between our feet
And watch the foam-tipped waves
Nodding and shaking their long, gray beards
Like old men dozing by the fire.
The tide, that moody stranger,
Is high tonight, a warm and coiling snake
Whose black-green scales
Suck away each tawny grain of sand
Heaped upon the luminous shore.
I've heard some say that those lost souls
Who are locked beneath the waves
Scream as the roaring combers
Crash against the barren rock.
I would rather think that wild sound is laughter,
The laughter of all free men
Exploding at last into vibrant song.
And sometimes when I stand out here,
Close enough to heaven to pull down the moon,
I wonder if the phantom sky
Is one with the waves.
Perhaps then the stars
Are but clipperships and schooners
Spreading their soft-winged veils
On a far distant and billowing sea.

GAIL WHITE
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A View From the Dark

ANONYMOUS

IT IS NIGHT IN A WOOD. SEVERAL MEN ARE SEATED
AROUND A VERY SMALL FIRE. THE VERY OLD ONE
WITH THE LONG BEARD IS TIRESIAS. HE IS CALLED
UPON TO SPEAK. AFTER HE DOES SO A WELL-DRESSED
YOUNG MAN REPLIES TO HIS WORDS. THE OLD ONE
SPEAKS AGAIN, THE FIRE DIES OUT, AND ALL IS DARK.
0 tell the tale of Apollo's temple
That Trophonius built before the god's
Reward of death, the tale of Delphic rights
Our fathers knew before the land was rent
And rendered unto Caesar and the Lord
Called Yahveh by the Jews.
Yes tell, 0 tell
Of Oedipus, who when sighted was blind,
But when blinded saw. Then tell of
Themistocles who knew that "wooden walls"
Were ships, and saved the world of civil men.
Forget not Socrates, who knowing less
Than most knew more than all . . .
The fires burn low,
The hearth at Delphi gives cold condolence
To dead Zeus' aging virgin sister.
I dare not resurrect in tales those gods
And cross the resurrected God who reigns.
Forget your fathers' fathers, mind your sons,
And live that, dying, you may never die;
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Worship the great and love the good:
Let sleeping gods lie, that wakeful lied like dogs.
You are bitter for lost sight, soothsayer,
But in your blindness know that Apollo,
Whose serpent interference cost him dear
As yours did you, still haunts Parnassus' side
And speaks to Pythia the fates of men.
Would you know why the old gods die? "I say
The killer you are seeking is yourself!"
Mock not my words to Latus' son. The blind
Must strive to lead the blind. Python is dead,
As are the snakes I cleft so long ago.
-Though blind I know our forest hearth burns low;
That none can see and all must darkly go.

*

*

*

*

AGAIN A FIRE IS BURNING LOW. THERE IS A RED AND
WHITE STRIPED TENT, ITS INTERIOR EXPOSED. MEN
SLEEP OUTSIDE BY THE FIRE. WITHIN A YOUNG MAN
IN FINE ARMOR SPEAKS WITH A BEARDED OLD MAN.
Perhaps the peasants will not fight. Perhaps we shall be
welcomed as saviors.
It cannot be. Seeing that we care not for our own salvation,
they will hardly expect us to care for theirs. Fear not. They
will fight-and would so even if we brought salvation in place
of an earthly monarch.
We bring the rightful king. Do they not wish for justice?
Rightful? He shall be that when we have conquered the land.
Victorious he shall wear on earth a crown by grace of God.
It seems that here on earth God's work must truly be our
own. If only we were not opposed tomorrow, God's work might
have moral means as well as righteous ends.
Justice is flux. A nation must adjust its lands to match its
power and always will. It is the losing side which, opposing
nature, fights for ill, seeing as they slaughter where they cannot win. God's work is performed by victory.
The sun begins to rise. It will be a fair day ...
When Christ died it was a fair day for the Jews. Victory is
always fair. In His fair death did Christ fairly vanquish the
Father. Tomorrow shall indeed be fair, no matter who shall win.
The wind is from the East. We shall conquer Albion today,
with God's grace.
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Ah, Sire, is there none other grace with you? Then keep
yourself!
ATTENTION IS SHIFTED TO THE SOLDIERS OUTSIDE THE
TENT. AS TWO BUILD UP THE NEGLECTED FIRE A
THIRD ADDRESSES THE AUDIENCE.
Should we pity the Saxon as we stand
Here on his meadow, invading his land,
And must we accept the shame he felt
When he drove out the Pict and Celt?
Have we not an ancient right
To shape our lands to match our might?
Apollo's eclipsed by our God-head;
The Druid sun-god is long dead.
Albion shall soon be ours,
But not by prayer to aged Mars.
As man now reigns by evolution
And God by immortal revolution,
So shall William England win,
The Saxons toward the sunset driven.
A TRUMPET SOUNDS AND ALL EXIT. ENTER, WITH A
LONG BEARD, CHARLES AUGUSTUS DARWIN, OUT OF
A WHIRLWIND. HE READS TO HIMSELF FROM A YELLOWED MANUSCRIPT.
Man did not evolve from apehood; monkeys were men before
there were men; Victoria is not the first monarch, nor is the
King of Kings. This world, which is the same for all, no one of
gods or men has made; but it was ever, is now, and ever shall
be an everliving Fire, with measures of it kindling and measures
going out.
THE END
AUTHOR ANONYMOUS
(tanto nomini nullum
par elogium)
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Country Night
Caw caw the crow cried.
The hound dogs woke to that
and the town dogs woke to the hounds.
Then the dogs were quiet
and the crow no longer cawed.
Alone on the bluffs
he comes in quiet:
the bluntheaded owl
has wind for wings,
his eyes two imperceptible moons.
At twelve o'clock
when there was no sound
in the deep draw beyond our house
three mockingbirds woke up
to wound the night awhile.
JOHN KNOEPFLE

Passion
the no not yet of something
whispers softly yes
and morning dies
face up to see the sun
sit topmost in the branches
while
the not yet loving
plunging
breaks dawn red
the life source seal
and hatches
one more woe.

W . GARY GROAT
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River Cherwell
To Sue
Green is the colour of my true love's
Ever faithful yet no virgin
As I float so slowly
On up this stream the land is mine
Lush turf and trees
I don't know if I shall ever die
Another love are you
The willow by the water brushes the boat
Let me stay here before infinity
Green is the colour of my true love's
Another love are you
I don't know if I shall ever die

DICK JOYCE

As afternoon its twilight golden breaks,
The footprints distant growing in the sand
Recall the certain deepness of the lakes-The haunting, sleeping, pounding deepness. And
Then the ancient fires, being fanned,
Reflect a human likeness on the wall(The wall that, like the lake, all time has banned
from human understanding) -thus the call.
As black the play-worn curtain starts to fall
And actors, we, retire to the wings
And thoughts of future-past performances forestall,
So life replaces gone with other things.
'Less, though, the age old call remain unheard,
Nature's afternoon demolished prints the word.

EMILY BROWN
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The Academic Poet
As a teacher (List publications), I
Walked with the warm wind (View of nature) of
Literature at my mouth (See Freud). My
Early (Significant influence) love
Affair (Discuss at some length) with the word
Left me (Level of meaning) with a keen
Respect for sounds (Read Poe age ten) unheard
And birds (Consider in context) unseen
By mortal eyes (See Jung-Archetype). Now
Hearing the call (Vacancy in June) to
Woo (Faculty housing) the Muse, I vow
Continued (Tenure) support for those who
Preach that poetry in the hands of fools
Can become the most dangerous of tools.

U. HAROLD MALES

Words for a Deaf Ear
Armored in modesty,
You sense the watching eyes
And act accordingly.
Your eye seeks mine and, wise
Beyond your fears, you move
To take my arm and shape
Your lips to promise love
Which will, I know, but ape
That love your audience
Conceives. I hate this game
For what it is. Reticence
Or fear or sense of shame
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All overcome my wit
And so shore up that one
Thin wall between your timid
Will and mine. But I can
Help you yourself to know.
Come, let your love be led!
Save your modesty for show,
Your posturing for bed.

U. HAROLD MALES

The Glass of Fashion
Old fashioned in taste, father like lean meat,
Plump hens, crisp salads. And he took his rye,
He said, "Like my poetry-clear and neat."
But then, father had a too ready eye
For the plain in food or verse. After thought
I changed my palate to suit the age. I
Fed on clever stews, rich savories fraught
With elusive charms; for drink chose a sly
Wines suitable for the scholarly few
Who could appreciate their subtle host,
His charity in giving age its due
By having his father propose as toast:
All hail to Eliot, poet Loc. Cit.A pound of footnotes, a teaspoon of wit!

U. HAROLD MALES
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From the ether
Aurora
a roar
and the aura
bore
the deluge
cleansing, purging
withdrew the
tangled ties
of man
(bestrewing the voids
with seeds from sea
and recedes
leaving the vestige
dead
and adrift
naked, desolate
man emerges
to watch the waters
ebb)
and the was
to never
floating
drifting
silently
an imperceptible blur
escaping the shadows
approaches slowly
cautiously
swiftly
surely
like thunder
infinitely quiet
grey
black
white
quiet
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you start
too late
soft
sad
purposeful
it enters your mind
to scream
tam
and exist

LEROY WATERMAN

A Father's First Look at His Child
I have dreamed of this first look with impatience,
Since her mother yawned her into being.
But, as she stretches her crib and smiles a world
Of indigestion, without yet knowing the taste
Of life, all I see mirrored is my guilty lay.
Her stretching limbs will be defiled;
Death is in the eyes of my child.

PHIL ADAMS
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Conversation With W. D. Snodgrass

JOHN W O ODS

WOODS: Mr. Snodgrass, we know that you are not responsible
for the comments of your reviewers, but what do you suppose
Robert Lowell meant by saying that you are the poet with
content?
SNODGRASS: I think he means that in my poems I'm primarily being directed to the subject of the poem and not to
the style of the speaker. In other words, the reader is not being
directed to notice the quality of the performance of the speaker;
he is being directed to the subject I am talking about. I'm terribly delighted about one of my poems about a man in a hospital
to get an autoclave and catheter tube and airbarns and other
auto shops and that sort of stuff in the poem. Also I have the
tendency to pack my poems with detail and to get as much
detail in as I possibly can.
If I get something in a poem that has never been in a poem,
some kind of hard detail, then I feel that I have made a real
triumph.
WOODS: You try to restore certain areas of experience just
where they belong?
SNODGRASS: Just as many as possible.
WOODS: And submerging the idea of poet as poet, the Yeats
position "I now speak."
SNODGRASS: Particularly the group of poets I am with are
working against people like Dylan Thomas, Hart Crane, and
Milton, and the whole thing in which the meaning is primarily
in the quality of the speaker's voice. Whereas for me the mean56

ing very much tends to be in the details of the poem, and the
objects talked about, the relationships between characters.
I, at least, don't believe that when you read one of my poems
you tend to notice much how the voice sounds.
WOODS: By voice do you mean stylistic devices and interplay
of formal elements in the poem?
SNODGRASS: Not so much. When you listen to Dylan Thomas
you're not meant to know what he is talking about.
WOODS: Hypnotic effect of his voice.
SNODGRASS: You just love that voice and you love the way
it sounds and you want to hear more, regardless of what he is
talking about. Milton sounds wonderful regardless of what he
is talking about and his voice is very seldom imitating the
thing he is talking about. His voice has a separate quality.
What happens in Milton is, first of all, the meaning of his
poem is God but as he himself says you can't ever say that
in mortal words, you can't; the dictionary sense never adds up
to God by the sort of singing quality of the voice and the
musical power of it.
WOODS: "With thee conversing I forget all time."
SNODGRASS: Yes, it is meant to lift you out of time and out
of this world and into God's world. This very same thing, I
think, happens to Thomas and Crane who may not put it in
terms of God, but put it in terms of being, in other words
you get out of time.
WOODS: Some writers have attempted to define trends in
writers and classify poets. Donald Hall, with some appropriate
misgivings, has sorted out some catagories: the Wurlitzer Wits,
capable of a tour de force on a moment's notice and the school
of elegance or the formalistic intellectual poets. And Shapiro,
I suppose, would say he had the Eliot-ridden poets in one hand
.and the cosmic voices in the other. Are you conscious of being
in a school of writers or any kinship with the school of writers?
SNODGRASS: Well yes, to an extent. Two minutes ago I said
I was in a group of poets to which I belong. After I said it I
had considerable misgivings. I didn't want to put it that way
myself but I am glad that you did. All the time the people are
talking about the Beatniks on one hand and the academics
on the other and I think this is rather foolish. It seems to me
that the good poets on either side have more in common than
the bad poets on their own side and the bad poets on each
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side have more in common than they have with the good poets
on each side.
WOODS: You wouldn't feel justified in saying that you belong
to a group of poets which could be classified under any of
these catagories?
SNODGRASS: Well, yes and no. I feel that a few years ago
there was a kind of group doing about the same thing. Trying
to work under a more simple surface, much more personal
poems, revolution against the whole symbolist school, Lowell
and Ann Sexton, myself, and to some extent Jim Wright.
WOODS: I was going to mention Jim Wright.
SNODGRASS: He was one of the first people doing something
else. Also, Louis Simpson. I think there was something in
common to most of the people of this group . Already we are
all going different directions. There was a while there, where
we were all doing the same thing it looked like. Lowell has
already moved into a different kind of thing. I am doing a
different kind of poem. I think Ann Sexton is still doing about
the same kind of work. You know we have already exploded;
gone off into different directions, almost all of us.
WOODS: Do you think this kind of recognition of a group is
useful or valuable at the beginning of a writing career?
SNODGRASS: Oh, yes, if you don't make too much of it. You
know catagories don't exist. It's the people who exist; individual
poems and if you don't let your catagories blind you, then sure
it is useful. You know when I started writing poetry I thought
I was doing something that no one else had thought of doing in
the last hundred years, anyway, and didn't think that anyone
else was thinking of this. Then I found that other people were
doing the same thing other places, independently coming to
the same set of ideas. Plainly we were a sort of movement.
WOODS: How about Langland? Does he seem to be going off
somewhere?
SNODGRASS: I don't know as much of his as I ought to. I'm
not really prepared. I always think of him as being terribly,
terribly, elegant.
WOODS: You were at the State University of Iowa for some
time. You've taught writers at Writers' conferences and you
teach at Wayne. What value do you find for a student at writer's workshops and conferences at places like Iowa?
SNODGRASS: A great deal, certainly. When I went to Iowa,
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I was there about 8 or 9 years. When I went there I knew
nothing about anything. I had never heard of T. S. Eliot until
I was a junior in college and I had gotten A's in all my courses
at some little school somewhere. I had never understood anything that I read, never heard of Eliot, I had never heard of
anything that had happened since 1850, and I thought they
gave me just wonderful teaching. Couldn't have gotten anything better. Even though that was something that I had
ultimately to rebel against. I had to turn and fight it, but they
really gave me a real background to fight against it and I
must say that working with these people who were kind of
doctrinaire, new critics, and they teach this great symbolist
metaphysical school. They certainly teach you to pack a line,
how to load meaning into theirs-although I mean again this
is something I found out ultimately to fight against, but at
least they gave me something real to fight against.
WOODS: Do you think this is characteristic of a liberal education at a good school or specifically Iowa?
SNODGRASS: My impression was that it was kind of specifically Iowa-I'm not sure.
WOODS: Not so much the workshop I take it?
SNODGRASS: Not entirely, but in many ways it was the workshop. And you know we had a great parade of all the best
critics and poets coming through all the time. People would
either come and teach a single semester or come and give a
single reading or a lecture and look at students' poems. We had
some wonderful people who were there on one term or another.
Also, I went out to Colorado and worked with Randell Jarrell
for about three weeks and that had a tremendous effect on me.
That was entirely the qualities of Jarrell that did that. If you
go to a writers' conference or something like that you have
to pick your teachers very carefully.
WOODS: Where would you send students now?
SNODGRASS: I don't know. It depends on where Randall
Jarrell is.
WOODS: What about Roetkhe? What about the Seattle bunch?
SNODGRASS: I admire Roetkhe very much as a poet; how
good he is with students I don't know but I can imagine that
they wouldn't get some good out of him.
WOODS: I think he is very good, demanding in all kinds of
ways, some bad and some good I suppose.
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SNODGRASS: I just can't imagine that he wouldn't have some
kind of good effect on them, any teacher has some bad effects,
too.
WOODS: Would the general principle be better to seek out
the writer rather than a particular school if possible?
SNODGRASS: I really don't know. I would guess that, though
I'm really not sure.
WOODS: What about writer's conferences?
SNODGRASS: Well, the one at Colorado I thought was fine.
Then I later, forgive me for saying so, taught in one that I
thought was just brilliant. That was at Antioch. It was only a
week long and being a week long you can't do too much. But
the first year I was there I thought it was the most brilliant
thing I had been connected with. Second year it wasn't as good
because my students weren't as good. The quality of the students at the conference makes a tremendous difference.
WOODS: It's more of an inspirational and re-dedication than
anything. It's a lot of fun too. I remember at Indiana.
SNODGRASS: It was fun and yet it was such a shattering
experience-there was so much packed into that one week. The
girls after their class meetings would go back to their dormitories and sit down and bawl. They were so full of tension they just
had to get it off somehow. All of a sudden-that Thursday
night-it was amazing-nobody told us we were going to go
there-nobody said anything about it-all of a sudden we just
ended up at the local tavern and started pouring down beer and
singing the dirtiest songs at the top of our lungs I have ever
heard. It was really wild and marvelous! All around you, you
would hear people saying "My headache is going away."
WOODS: How about the poet in the university?
SNODGRASS: There are some drawbacks. I don't think it
has any more drawbacks than any job you might be carrying.
There are great pressures of conformity in a university. At
the same time there is really more pressure for nonconformity
in the university. At least nonconformity of a fairly conformist
part.
WOODS: Do you find that it takes a lot of time being in the
university?
SNODGRASS: No.
WOODS: Schools differ I take it?
SNODGRASS: Well I take it that they do but mine has been
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pretty good to me that way. Although there are poets who have
jobs, as a matter of fact, I have been offered some lately that
have been much better that way. Also things are beginning to
look up for people in liberal arts in the university now. They
are being able to get research grants and so forth, the things
that have only been open to scientists for ten or fifteen years.
You really are able to get research grants, summer grants and
even year long grants.
WOODS: As a writer?
SNODGRASS: Well as a writer or to do scholarly research,
more of this becoming available. Certainly not as much as
would be desirable but there is never as much of anything that
would be desirable.
WOODS: You don't find then that teaching and the kind of
critical judgments that you might make as a teacher, if that
is the way you teach, is in any way destructive to writing?
SNODGRASS: I don't think so. I don't make many judgments
in my teaching. I just sort of act as a referee. Unless I am
teaching a writing class where I have to give an opinion. If I
have a class in modern poetry. I just referee. I just go in and
read a poem to them and say: "Well what do you think?" and
then they start fighting.
WOODS: This is a Robert Frost approach.
SNODGRASS: Is it?
WOODS: Very present at the beginning of class and sort of
faded away as the semester passes on.
SNODGRASS: Well, as a matter of fact, I am not even very
present at the beginning of the class. I start right out demanding
opinions from them. I admit that I am somewhat Socratic. I
lead them to what I think is the meaning of the poem. They are
also teaching me all sorts of things that I didn't know. My
students are particularly good for that because they have no
literary background, practically no pre-conception, and they are
quite ignorant of literature but they are very learned in the
world. They're all experience and they have a lot of new experience to bring to the poem. They often just stop me cold.
WOODS: I suppose the ideal of an instructor would be to ask
questions you don't know the answer to.
SNODGRASS: Well, I often do, I don't think they realize this.
I guess maybe it's a good thing. My brother often comes and
sits in my class and I will talk it over with him afterwards and
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find out. He'll think that I knew all along where we're going
or that I understood this poem. When we got to Hart Crane in
my modern poetry class I finally just steeled myself not to bone
up on him and to read him as hard as I could myself and I
don't understand him, I simply don't. I had to force myself to
walk into class and say I don't understand this, what do you
make of it? And they taught me. For my next class I knew and
I have done this ever since now and I'll do mostly poems that
I do know but I'm always, whoever we're doing. I will throw
in a certain amount of poems that I don't know and that I
want to learn about. They'll teach me every time. This just
never failed.
WOODS: I suppose your response to the next subject could
be drawn from what you said before about beatniks.
SNODGRASS: Beatniks?
WOODS: Is it a literary movement?
SNODGRASS: No, I don't think it is. It is a kind of organized
non-rebellion. It has all the Madison Avenue characteristics,
it is no wonder that it sold so well. There was a wonderful
review of one of Kerouac's books in the Wall Street Journal.
They gave a very reasonable statement of what the book was
about and a sort of resume of what happened and then it ended
up with a simple statement "and we all know that we will see
them ten years in Westchester County." That was sort of it. I
don't know. A pseudo-rebellion to get attention and to bring
the authorities down on your neck so that you have the authorities notice and as to the actual work of the people-most of
them just have no talent. That is, Ferlinghetti has some ear
and I would certainly want to put outside that, Robert Duncan,
who seems to me a good poet and also oddly enough he's very
learned.
He's read all kinds of things and really understood them and
he's done a lot of work at universities. Well, all these people
are university people as far as that goes, they're trying desperately to mask it. Most of them come from Columbia. I think
directly from Lionel Trilling.
WOODS: A reaction I suppose.
SNODGRASS: Yeah, sure.
WOODS: What about Ginsburg now?
SNODGRASS: He was in Trilling's class at Columbia and has
written a poem to Trilling and so forth. Ginsburg, as far as I
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can see, just has no talent. I have not read a great deal but I
couldn't. I really tried-you know my conscience gets me-l try
hard. Well, how Rexroth could ever say Ginsburg was Whitman's disciple ...
WOODS: Christopher Smart's disciple I would think.
SNODGRASS: Oh, no, his is not as good as Christopher Smart.
WOODS: No, he is not as good but he is trying.
SNODGRASS: Well, maybe I guess that's so, yeah, nearer to
Smart than Whitman. He doesn't have any of the metrical
rhythm brilliance of Whitman or of Smart either.
WOODS: He has no tact either.
SNODGRASS: No, he certainly doesn't have that. I must say
to use that much dirty language without being any more interesting than that is a real feat. I would have thought that much
obscenity would produce some interest.
WOODS: What about verse plays?
SNODGRASS: What about them. I'd like to.
WOODS: Seems to be the problem of whether you're going
to write a kind of diffuse poetry or whether you're going to
have complexities the ear cannot solve.
SNODGRASS: I just don't know. I'd love to write some verse
drama, I started writing, gee, it was awful. I have been thinking of writing some more plays but I don't think it will be in
prose.
I don't know. They're almost historical plays and I am
wondering if one could do something like Danton's Death?, you
know, that has been so brilliantly translated by Spender. That's
fairly complex and difficult poetry and yet you have the feeling
that it would speak right on the stage and people, although
they wouldn't grasp all the complexities of the language,
they'd sense where the language is going. I've never seen that
done, have you?
WOODS: No. I don't think so.
SNODGRASS: I wonder how it does on the stage.
WOODS: There aren't many outlets on the stage.
SNODGRASS: Very few.
WOODS: What about poet's reading their own poetry?
SNODGRASS: I do an awful lot of them and I can say that
I am regarded as a performer. I think my role as a reader is
quite different than my role as a writer of the poem. I don't
know, I take a lot of money for this and I feel you ought to
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do it professionally. You ought to see to it that you do it well
and some poets are recording their work and giving readings
who just don't read well at all and I guess if you're only going
to do it once or twice a year, then that's all right, you're not
a pro and you're not pretending to be. But it can get to be so
much of a performance that it does seem phony. On the other
hand, I know some young poets who have worked very carefully with a tape recorder and everything-the sloppiest performance-the most calculated sloppy you know-where they
will pull the poems out of a back pocket somewhere-they will
be on old tattered pieces of paper and then they'll have the
wrong paper and shove that back and pull out two or three
more papers and they will say it is all thought upon them on
the moment-it's just rehearsed sometimes-the sloppiest kind
of performance you see will be very calculated.
WOODS: Well, if you have an audience who wants to see the
poet in this fashion you are paying and getting your money's
worth.
SNODGRASS: When I first saw this I objected to it a great
deal but I don't know-I felt kind of tolerant and think that
it works all right. If the audience likes that and will listen
to the poem on account of it O.K.
WOODS: Admitting the usefulness and honor of the Pulitzer
Prize, do you find it in any sense a liability?
SNODGRASS: Oh yeah. All your friends hate you. Everybody
hates you, including you. You've pronounced great and sweeping anathmas upon all prize winners in the past and all people
who got fellowships and awards and prizes. There are great
personal drawbacks. I'm no longer addressed as Snodgrass. I'm
Mr. Pulitzer Prize and you get sick and tired of being nothing
but a function. You'd like to meet someone just for whoever
you are. On the other hand, I must say it's very useful, it gets
you all kinds of readings and lectureships and whatnot and I
happen to need them. Very useful that way. I must say I'm
milking it for all it's worth.
WOODS: I think Donald Hall had that problem. Time magazine eulogized him.
SNODGRASS: He was upset about that terribly. Everybody
beat him up because what Time magazine had given him by
reviews. And I am sure this is right, I am sure that he wouldn't
have been so beat up if Time had not first said they liked him.
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Which is a shame. Well, I find the British reviewers are now
beating me up and I am sure that part of the reason is that
they're British and I'm American and they don't like to think
that American poetry is overcoming British poetry. But it is
also a desire to beat down that sort of prestigist note and resist
it. And it's also possible they don't like my poems.

Words on the Ignorance of Birds
ironic that so many birds
soaring through a barren sky
can pan the plush of the peopled-world
and fly right by

MARGO GRAHN
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The Style of Love 1n the Alexandria Quartet
BILL SPECKMAN

The trend in modern literary criticism is to accept the
work as a whole, not speaking of such absolute elements as
form, technique, style, and substance. The complete work is
recognized as greater than the sum of all its parts, and is not
fully explainable in terms of any of them. Indeed, we may think
that even a comprehensive analysis of all parts does not finally
render the total meaning of a literary work of art. The traditional nomenclature, however, still retains some meaning if used
modestly. This paper may therefore be called an attempt to
discuss the theme of the Alexandria Quartet: an investigation of
modern love.
The peculiar technical scheme of the Quartet might not
seem relevant to Durrell's theme. But, even though current
criticism did not suggest to us the wisdom of doing so, we would
find it essential to study the basic unity of technique and theme
in the Quartet. For the way Durrell goes about developing his
theme, quite apart from explicit instruction, is probably the
greatest single validation of the theme itself: the arrangement
is as convincing as what is arranged. So my first section will deal
with the relationship between what Durrell says and how he
says it. This technical discussion will be, I hope, a useful preface
to the later analysis of the theme.
Unity of Technique and Theme
The skeletal structure of the Alexandria Quartet is a carefully contrived and ingeniously executed illusion. Durrell's note
at the beginning of Balthazar 1 is not much help:
... Modern literature offers us no Unities, so I have
turned to science and am trying to complete a four-
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decker novel whose form is based upon the relativity
proposition.
Three sides of space and one of time constitute the
soup-mix of a continuum. The novels follow this pattern.
The first three parts, however, are to be deployed
spatially (hence the use of "sibling" not "sequel") and
are not linked in serial form. They interlap, interweave, in a purely spatial relation. Time is stayed. The
fourth part alone will represent time and be a true
sequel.
The subject-object relation is so important that I
have tried to turn the novel through both subjective
and objective modes. The third part, MOUNTOLIVE,
is a straight naturalistic novel in which the narrator of
JUSTINE and BALTHAZAR becomes an object, i.e. a
character ...
But this confusing suggestion of a blueprint is the sole formal
statement Durrell makes of his intentions. It is like much else
in the Quartet: that is, significant in retrospect but obscure
in prospect.
Baldly, the plan is this: The narrator Darley, after having
been raveled by Justine, leaves Alexandria and goes into a kind
of self-imposed exile on a Mediterranean island. There he tries
to "rework reality to show its significant side." The result is
Justine.2 He sends a manuscript to Balthazar, a strange blend
of skeptic and mystic who knows the other Alexandrians well.
Balthazar destroys Darley's subjective interpretation of his
affair with Justine with a great mass of comment, fact, ambiguity, and explanation-called the "Interlinear." Darley must
now integrate the new material with the old if he is to establish
the meaning of the affair in his own mind. In the light of new
perspectives got from Balthazar he constructs a different image
of. Justine-all the while pondering the duplicity of love, the
. manysidedness of reality, and the relation of art to life. The
result of this painful re-evaluation of his life in Alexandria is
Balthazar. Durrell now turns from Darley as a narrative device
and explores the political motivations underlying the Alexandrians' sexual goings-on. Mountolive 3 provides another, more
rational but no more valid, perspective from which to interpret
the same basic occurrences. It is formally the usual naturalistic,
omniscient novel.
The first three, "sibling," novels establish the relativity
67

notion. Each serves as an equipoise for the others. Now the
whole mass is advanced in time several years. Darley feels
he must encounter Alexandria once more: he must check his
newer, wiser dispositions against the Alexandrians themselves.
Clea4 is a sequel to the first three novels, seen once again
through the eyes of Darley. It is essentially Durrell's attempt
to conclude the lives and loves we were introduced to earlier.
I said before that Durrell's theme is an allusion. By this I
mean that his method of character revelation is admirably
suited to his theme, but that its rightness is strictly internal.
He could have developed his characters by the more conventional method of gradually unfolding them through a series of
events arranged chronologically rather than violently switching
perspectives so as to give us a kind of characterization by composite, a mosaic. The technique is somewhat like pointillism in
art. This illusion, then, of brilliantly painted aspects of character which appear from a distance to melt into a solid figure,
corresponds to his theme: that the individual creates a fantailed reality by an act of the imagination. Whatever order
"reality" appears to have is provided by the perceiver; whatever meaning is private. The first three novels establish this
moral and psychic universe that is egocentric.
Clea, however, departs from the mood of the other three;
it sums up rather than mystifies. Assuming that it is not merely
a sloppy job on Durrell's part, Clea requires some imagination.
It is primarily an attempt to tell us how things all turn out.
But the illusion of time gets tangled up with the reality of it.
There is no reason to believe that reality suddenly behaves
itself and wears a straight face merely because a few years
pass. Logically, Clea should be the end of one cycle and the
beginning of another; it should occupy relatively the same
position as Justine and have a Balthazar and a Mountolive written for it. I think we must allow such logic, if it be such, to lapse
and accept the illusion of completion. Clea by itself is a weak
and irregular novel; but it completes and perfects the Quartet
just as a spire does a cathedraLs

*

*

*

*

Within the larger structure are several elements which,
together and singly, contribute to the overall impression of
wholeness in the Quartet. Two in particular deserve some atten68

tion: the quality of self-consciousness in the novels, and certain
images and figures of speech.
The novels are full of oblique comments upon themselves.
Darley, Pursewarden, and the offstage Arnauti are all writers
(perhaps some kind of private joke); and Clea, Justine, and
Balthazar theorize often about literature. These characters make
observations which are quite obviously relevant to the Quartet.
Without cataloguing these comments, the total effect they have
is to keep us constantly aware that we are confronting a
literary work which feeds back into itself. Frequent references
to de Sade, Rimbaud, Lawrence, Tolstoy, and Cavafy serve a
triple function: they again remind us that we are dealing with
literature; they help develop Durrell's writer-characters; and
their associations with the themes of sex and the grander meanings of life transfer to the Alexandria Quartet. The most effective extension of this peculiar self-consciousness is the use
of Darley as narrator. Darley ponders technical problems
involved in the Quartet while at the same time serving as the
prime subject for Durrell's love-and-growth process, thus functioning as a bridge between the twin areas of theme and technique. In him chiefly, and in the other characters to a lesser
degree, the two-edged quality of the scheme is epitomized. The
cumulative effect of all this is a great awareness that the Quartet does indeed have a plan. We are constantly forced to recall,
made to piece together, urged to wonder.
It is not important that we perhaps do not comprehend the
plan until we have finished all four novels. What is important
is that we are kept keyed up; we expect mysteries to be solved,
questions to be answered. It is a trick, surely, an illusion. Durrell creates an inescapable intangible mood of presence. He
makes the Quartet self-aware and self-binding. And since technique and theme correspond directly (as will be shown), the
vague substructural mass transfers to the theme and reinforces
it.
Certain recurrent key phrases and images operate in much
the same way. "Sliding panels" refers to a literary technique of
characterization which uses shifting perspectives to form a
successively more approximate image. New aspects coupled
with the memory of old aspects bring us gradually nearer (we
think; but we forget that the person is not static, only the image
is) a complete revelation. But, as Darley remarks, it also applies
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to the human heart: in slides lover B, out slides lover A. "Playing-card characters" carries the same rich ambiguity. "Mirrors"
imply a unity-in-duality, and also remind us of the problem of
subjective perception. There are trick mirrors and faulty
reflections. "Kaleidoscope" very admirably suggests the whole
complex of elements in the Quartet. On one level it is pointillistic characterization again. On another it is an image for the
whole plan: give the kaleidoscope a twist, and the same elements fall into an entirely different relationship. On still another level it implies our subjective view of the world, with just
a hint of Nessim's telescope.

*

*

*

*

Until now I have assumed a definite relationship between
theme and technique in the Alexandria Quartet without describing it fully. Basically, the relationship is made more than
normally intimate by the use of the subjective relativity notion
in both areas. Balthazar is the single most important ingredient
in Durrell's "soup-mix." It establishes the intense complexity
of the Alexandrians' tangled love affairs. At the same time it is
a technical device for the handling of the new material. Now
we are aware of the double susceptibility of the characters;
they are shown to be open at both ends, so to speak. Darley with
Melissa and Justine; Justine with Nessim, Pursewarden, and
Darley-each "presents selected fictions" to the other. Each
exposes different areas of life and self to different persons. And
each interprets "reality" in terms of his private image of his
lover. Durrell's theme, that the individual grows as a result of
his love-involvement with someone whose qualities are mostly
imaginary, is developed by the corresponding technique of
allowing the characters to imagine about each other. The subjective reporting job not only describes the love affairs, but it
also attests to the inevitability of partial vision. We get a subjective explanation of events which are already intensely personal and relative in their meaning.
By juxtaposing interpretations and by shifting perspectives,
an accurate approximation of "reality" is formed . But the truth
presumably is never completed. Truth, reality, is a process composed of part-truths which are validated and placed in their
proper perspective by retroaction. Each new experience feeds
new material into the process. Durrell's technique arranges
relative views of each experience and plays them against each
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other. His theme follows the course of such experiences from
total subjective involvement to awareness resulting from shifting perspectives of the involvement. The process in each case
is the same. Theme and technique truly "interlap and interweave."
Love and Growth
In the Alexandria Quartet love, the whole spectrum of love
from the purest devotion to the meanest lust, is the avantgarde of psychic growth. Durrell sees it as the energy which
keeps the love-and-growth process going, the stuff which feeds
into it. The relationship between love and growth is intimate
and interacting; but there is no single way to love or to grow.
The details of the process are as diverse as the participants.
Certain general properties and dynamics, however, are common
to the individual loves and growth of all the characters. I shall
treat these properties of love and the pattern of growth singly,
then summarize the process as a whole.

*

*

*

*

Love is inextricably grounded in the individual. It is selfseeking, whether consciously or not, for it serves individual
self-realization. Attitudes of altruism, generosity, and charity
are in a coldly objective sense non-existent. If one feels that
his love is purely altruistic, generous, or charitable, to the
extent that this subjective pose colors his love it is so. But
such attitudes exist only internally and have no absolute meaning. The selfish aspect of love is neither moral nor immoral.
It is merely one manifestation of the egocentric universe.
Closely related to the self-seeking quality of love is its essential narcissism. If the universe centers in the individual
psyche, then the outlying regions are merely extensions of the
self. No longer does the naive psychology of Locke and Hume
suffice. Nor even can the hedge of stimulus-response interaction
explain reality. Reality is an act of the perceiver, who creates
his own order and meaning out of a nebulous mass of unstructured experience by what Durrell chooses to call an act of the
imagination. (This old mystic and poetic motif is now being
vindicated by modern science, one of the few areas in which
Durrell agrees with science.) Again, the individual need not
be conscious of his psychological processes. But he neverthe71

less creates subjective images which are in a very real sense
his; they belong to him and are extensions of his self. The
love-object is an extension of self. The character projects what
he is into what he imagines his lover to be. So he is really in
love with himself, though he does not know it. Pure narcissism
is only one step removed, hidden in the next mirror.
The subjective creation of love images ramifies further.
There is a small germ of the image which exists independently;
a smile, the raising of an eyebrow, a word warmly spokenthese little hints invite imagination to create a lover. And they
might well be the unconscious outcroppings of the other's inner imagination. But such cues would go unnoticed were it not
for a perceiver's predispostion to make something of them. The
"real" world is full of meaningless little bits of experience
which, if circumstances are ripe, are the seeds of a full-blown
affair-imagined or realized. Existing behind and before any
love affair is the essence of love itself: an urge, a need to be
involved. Once again the individual is the center of his own
universe; everything begins and ends within his own skin.
The fact that little bits of life are subject to the caprice of
psychic circumstance suggests why Alexandrian loves are so
terribly unsatisfactory. Something that exists merely on the
outer fringes of one person's world-an insignificant act of
kindness, a careless gesture, a fleeting mood-can become the
focal point for another person's whole existence. He will see,
because he unconsciously wants to see, a whole universe in the
smallest atom. Once a bias is established, what follows is interpreted in terms of it. Balthazar's cruel pride in having created
a tragic love affair between two incompatible persons merely
by telling each that the other loved him illustrates this point.
If the delusion continued indefinitely, there would be no problem. The characters would manage to fit everything into their
rose-colored world. But even imagination cannot hold back the
overwhelming tide of evidence to the contrary. Eventually a
disturbing bit of information slips past the illusory armor, and
the private world comes down in shambles. Perhaps this happens by the same dynamics that create a universe out of an
atom; perhaps there is a secret wish to suffer love unrequited.
Certainly if the primordial urge is to grow, this is so. For love
is worthless if it is satisfactory. "One learns nothing from those
who return our love."
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Several times Durrell makes the point that each person
possesses a fixed and absolute amount of love. Clea explains
Darley's involvement with Justine as an attempt to work out
the same love which had earlier fixed upon Melissa. The "sliding panels" image also suggests that different love-objects
serve the same basic love. Since the outcome of love is growth,
which culminates in self-realization, and since the urge to love
creates the object to love, the implication is that this fixed and
absolute amount of love is actually growth-potential. Selfrealization implies an essential personality which lies dormant
waiting to be unfolded. So love in this sense is a quantity which
establishes the upper limits, the ceiling, of the individual. It is
an energy reservoir which can be exhausted or used efficiently;
someone can simply dissipate his potential without ever realizing himself (though the Alexandrians never seem to run out
of love-fuel).
The full meaning of none of these elements of love is
understood consciously by the characters. In fact, it is as if
the unconscious urge to love and grow occupied a separate part
of the psyche. It is strange that a process so vital to life, life
itself, should not be felt as important as the civilized rational
facade of life. Perhaps Durrell is implying that we are somehow
out of harmony with our true nature, that we have become lost.
This notion partially explains the allusions to Lawrence, who is
associated with this "rupture" thesis. But the point is not
developed. At any rate, the process must be completed before
a person can understand the nature of love. Only hindsight can
make sense of its properties, and then only if they have done
their job well-that is, if they have indeed provided the stuff
for growth.

*

*

*

*

The process of growth, then, is the concomitant of love;
and both are rooted in profound psychic dynamics which
are primordial. This embryonic promise of life-to-be (which
sounds faintly Jungian, though Durrell does not make the
relationship) cannot be analysed clearly, but must be guessed
at. In fact, our image of it is created in much the same way
that Durrell's characters create a love-object. A hint here and
there, a certain predisposition, a need to fill a vacuum-these
force us into such a hypothesis. And if it works within the
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larger scheme of the Quartet, as love serves growth, then it is
vindicated, just as the eventual growth justifies and clarifies
all the earlier subjective love-images.
Through the operation of principles already described, an
Alexandrian becomes involved in a love affair. All the momentous private meaning he has at his command he reads into his
lover and their affair. In time the union disintegrates, its back
broken by the weight of intolerable "reality." A chink in the
illusory armor is discovered, or perhaps the unconscious logic
of the psyche realizes it is time to grow. For until now there
has been no growth. The person has been extended, stretched,
scattered; but he has not yet consolidated his gains. He has
not grown around and to the advance-points he has imagined.
The tension now unbearable, he must retire into himself.
Without knowing why, he feels he must get away from the
physical area of love (Alexandria) and find some room to grow.
Darley to his Mediterranean island, Clea to Syria, Justine to
the Summer Palace at the desert oasis, Mountolive to the wilderness of European diplomatic capitals-all seek out a refuge
where they can be alone with themselves. If they were torn
apart and raveled by their loves before, now they must reintegrate and baste themselves up. If the elements of their essential
personalities were shaken loose from the old relationships, now
they must be rearranged and reordered. And this must be done
alone, in isolation. There can be no outside help in the grim
coming to terms with oneself.
Actual growth itself is sporadic. The long periods of loveinvolvement, of gestation, give way to relatively short periods
of intense growth. Although the early stages of gestation are
passed without note as far as the process is concerned, the later
growth brings with it birth pains and awareness. The pain of
realizing oneself turns the individual's thought backwards. It is
now in retrospect that the outlines of the whole love-and-growth
process begin to emerge, the pattern begins to jell in the person's consciousness. Finally a threshold of growth is reached.
Some persons simply do not have enough love to carry them to
this threshold. Some are unimaginative, and have not the
unconscious intelligence which directs their love. Some, like
Scobie, reach self-realization comparatively easily, for they
have modest essential personalities to achieve. And some, like
Darley, Clea, and Pursewarden, realize their essential artistry.
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The artistic threshold is highest, the artistic promise hardest to
achieve. But the self-realization of the artist is the most significant of all sucess stories. For an integral part of the artistic personality is an awareness of the entire love-and-growth process.
It is the artist who holds the key to life itself, for he understands the way it functions. The realized artist has no need to
imagine anymore, he has already used his imagination in order
to grow. This is why Durrell views the artist as a reporter, not
as a creator. He is now privy to the secrets of life and no longer
needs to exercise his puny imagination to make sense out of
it. He now knows that " .. . poetic or transcendental knowledge
somehow cancels out merely relative knowledge ... " 6

*

*

*

*

Awareness is the object and culmination of the love-andgrowth process. But awareness is contingent upon full growth;
it is not directly proportional to the level of growth. It is rather
in the nature of spontaneous insight, although the roots of it
sink back into the subsoil of the individual's experience. Nor
does a single turn through the process necessarily result in
fulfillment. Usually several involvements and consequent spurts
of growth are required to carry the person past the threshold
of his realization. For those who complete the process, the final
stage of awareness is reached only once-the last time. And for
those who never do reach this point, whether because of an
insufficient amount of love or because of a lack of imagination
or because of a relatively modest essential personality, the harmonics and rhythm of the process remain forever unknown.
They are the psychic morons of the world, for whom life will
stay a muddle rather than becoming a mystery into which they
are initiated. But for the artists (meaning those who understand,
n()t necessarily those who produce), the achieved threshold becomes a platform from which to see the pattern of human life.
From the vantage-point of this platform the artists may see
their own lives as well as others'. They can now see their lives
in retrospect, see the love which served their growth clearly
and in perspective. The capability of the person to double back
upon himself and validate earlier parts of his life once again
establishes the egocentricity of the universe. He grew up to this
point by the use of essentially internal elements; he now makes
sense of the "external" world by working outward from himself.
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He becomes an integral part of the cosmology-his own cosmology, to be sure. But he finally finds his place in the grand
scheme of things, according to his own understanding.
The Process Drawn and Quartered
There is not enough space to analyse each character in the
Alexandria Quartet in terms of the love-and-growth process,
nor even each major character. But there are four who are
particularly important to the development of the theme: Justine, Pursewarden, Clea, and Darley. The importance of Clea
and Darley is obvious; for at one level the Quartet is merely
the familiar story of the artist coming of age, and as such ·belongs to them. Pursewarden, as well as being an artist, is a curiously self-possessed figure amid the other Alexandrians' frantic
scrambling about. He has already attained his growth before
finding his way to Alexandria and serves as both ideal and foil
for the others as we watch them grow. They, however, do not
realize his pertinence to their lives until they too have reached
their full growth. Justine is important in two ways: she is the
starting point for so many others, and she lives a negative proof
of Durrell's theme. Justine in part is a structural necessity for
the theme, as Darley is for the technique. The fact that these
four characters fit into a discernible pattern is not to suggest
that the Alexandrians are merely "pattern" characters, servile
to a technical machine. Rather, each lives an exemplary life
within the Alexandrian mood, but remains a distinct personality.
This discernible pattern was developed in the preceding
section. Briefly stated, the need to love operates subjectively
to precipitate an actual affair. The whole growth process analyses into five more-or-less distinct stages: 1) The initial love-involvement, in which the individual is torn from his old way of
life and stretched; 2) The breakdown of the affair, because of the
intolerable weight of "reality"; 3) The pressured but unreasoned
retreat from "the site of love," in order to reintegrate the
scattered pieces of the self; 4) The burst of growth, which
results in a more fully realized personality; and 5) The eventual
complete self-realization, which also brings understanding of the
process now completed (for artists only). Each of the four
characters may be turned through these five stages of the loveand-growth process.

*
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Justine's first love-involvement was with Arnauti, a writer
whom we know only through hearsay and his novel Moeurs.
Justine was married to him before the time period encompassed
in the Quartet. He was the first man to be infected by her
peculiar power to drive one to a torment of doubting introspection. Justine lacked something, something which Arnauti
called "The Check." As a child she had been raped, which
evidently dislocated some part of her psyche. Arnauti, disturbed
by this inadequacy of his wife's, tried to create a self for her
on paper. The result is Moeurs. We never discover whether his
creation is accurate; but the myth of Justine is born-a tortured, self-doubting, hysterical nymphomaniac. Nessim and
Darley both see her in the light of this myth; and even Justine
herself seems to be influenced by the paper creation, as if she
wanted to perpetuate this mythical image of herself. Perhaps
it is the only self she can be sure of.
This strange quality of Justine, this self-doubt in the literal
sense, distinguishes her from the other Alexandrians. She
strictly speaking has no self. This is "The Check," the inadequacy. Justine is tremendously self-conscious and self-aware;
but it is a negative awareness, a sense of vacuum. The cruel
paradox that the very thing which is the object of growthawareness-should keep her from growing, because the initial
stages of the process must be entered into unawares, dooms her.
Justine is forever trapped because her negative awareness precludes the process by which she might have become fulfilled
and aware in the positive sense.
But she must always try to fill the void. Her seeming complicity in perpetuating the myth which Arnauti created around
her is such an attempt. And so also is the fact that she agrees
to marry Nessim only after he offers her a role in the conspiracy
to set up an independent Jewish political state in Palestine.
This conspiracy represents a personal mystique for her, a
chance to find a self through an external source. Of course, this
is impossible according to Durrell; the source of the self is
completely internal. But the illusion-that here is something to
BE-absorbs her. The basis of her relationship with Nessim is
her utter devotion to this mystique. The affairs with Pursewarden and Darley exist as exigencies of the conspiracy. Justine's life is completely absorbed by her commitment to the
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conspiracy, her involvement with the mystique which offers the
illusion of a self.
But the involvement defeats its own purpose. Justine cannot pass beyond the first stage of the process because she cannot
surrender the illusion. Her hell is to become involved time after
time, but never to escape from the stage of involvement. She is
cursed with a sense of inadequacy, without knowing why she is
inadequate. For in order for the involvement to be valuable,
in order for it to be the starting-point of the process, one must
extend the self into the love-object. And Justine can only fasten
herself onto something which offers the illusion of fulfillment.
She must ever be, she can never become-because there is
no essential personality to unfold through the process.

*

*

*

*

Pursewarden has already reached his growth by the time
we meet him in the Alexandria Quartet. We do not observe him,
as we do the others, in the process of growth. But his sister
Liza supplies the information necessary to reconstruct the
process after Pursewarden's death. He and Liza were orphaned
at an early age and grew up alone. They became lovers in perfect innocence and happiness. She was blind and saw through
his eyes; he created a fantastic world of poetry for them to live
in. But then Liza gave birth to their blind child, which eventually died. The child was the "reality" which broke down the involvement; Pursewarden felt guilty about the incestuous affair
now. The image of his love, Liza, became obscured.
After the death of the child Pursewarden placed Liza in
a home for the blind in London and married a completely
unsatisfactory woman. The marriage has no meaning except as
an item in his withdrawal from "the site of love." It is merely
one way to separate himself from Liza, which he must do if he
is to grow. The third and fourth stages of the process, the exile
and the reintegration of the psyche resulting in growth, take
place now. He is not only separated from Liza, but he has also
left his wife and is presumably wandering about somewhere
in Europe. We are not told much about his life at this point.
But by the time he finds his way to Alexandria he has reached
his full growth as an artist.
Pursewarden's greatest relevance to the process is as an
exemplar of the fifth stage, self-realization and artistic aware-
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ness. He now understands the way in which people grow.
Although Durrell does not unequivocally commit the artist
to such concern at any one point, there is a vague obligation for
him to help others reach their fulfillment if they can. But the
problem, as Pursewarden knows, is how-how to help someone
else grow. He cannot tell others in specifics how to grow, because each must find his own particular way. He cannot lay
bare the general outlines of the process, for ". . . Truth disappears with the telling of it. It can only be conveyed not stated;
irony alone is the weapon for such a task." 7 The only thing he
can do is try to arrange for conditions favorable to growth.
In his personal life Pursewarden discharges this obligation
by killing himself. He committed suicide, aside from certain
political reasons, in order to free his sister Liza to love and to
grow. For although he had gone beyond the stage of involvement and completed the process, she had not yet done so. The
"tall stranger" whom Pursewarden had prophesied would be
Liza's final involvement appeared in the form of Mountolive,
the British Ambassador to Egypt. And now his (Pursewarden's)
existence blocked her life; the only thing he could do was kill
himself, remove himself completely. And so he did.
As an artist Pursewarden tries to discharge the obligation
in a somewhat less self-effacing manner. The object is to create
a milieu favorable to growth. And this means especially getting
rid of the artificial puritan morality which constricts the operation of love; for according to Pursewarden (Durrell?) the whole
magnificent human structure, all knowledge, all sensitivity and
awareness, all art, is rooted fundamentally in sex:
For culture means sex, the root-knowledge, and where
the faculty is derailed or crippled, its derivatives like
religion come up dwarfed or contorted-instead of the
. emblematic mystic rose you get Judaic cauliflowers
like Mormons or Vegetarians, instead of artists you get
cry-babies, instead of philosophy semantics. 8
(Again we hear the echoes of Lawrence, Cavafy, and de Sade.)
The fulfilled artist's image of the world becomes a prophet's
vision of a better, more humane world. The artist by nature is
in some sense a preacher trying to create a world which will
allow more persons to become what they essentially are, without being obstructed by unnatural encumbrances. All this is
the fifth stage of the love-and-growth process, as exemplified by
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Pursewarden-the only qualified preacher in the Alexandria
Quartet.

*

*

*

*

*

*

*
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The noble Clea's first involvement was a lesbian affair with
Justine. A kiss of pure sympathy on Justine's hand was the
germ of a love which overwhelmed her. In time the sterile
lesbian involvement breaks up. (All homosexual liaisons are
sterile. Love must have both male and female elements, solar
and lunar parts, in order to be complete. Understanding this,
Balthazar wisely and meticulously keeps himself emotionally
uninvolved in his homosexuality. He recognizes his perversion,
satisfies it with little ado, and goes about the business of significant living.) Clea remains in love with Justine for the time
being; she is too good and loyal to take refuge in hurt bitterness. But she abstains from overt expression of her love. And
she remains, curiously, a psychic and physical virgin. The first
involvement, with Justine, is by its very nature not enough to
carry her all the way through the process.
Feeling her virginity to be a block to her art (but only in
the usual bohemian sense, not in Durrell's particular meaning),
Clea enters once more upon an affair. While in Syria she becomes invloved with a mysterious man who later turns out to
be Amaril, an Alexandrian doctor. She aborts a child and withdraws from the affair. By her own testimony she grows to the
point of turning to abstract art; but this growth is insufficient
to bring her to the threshold of growth both artistically and
personally. This episode has a metallic, hollow ring to it when
Clea later tells Darley about it. Perhaps her imaginative and
emotional involvement was not intense enough. It is as if she
tried to conjure up the illustion of fulfillment, a false finish.
At any rate, it will be a few years yet and back in Alexandria
before Clea completes the process, this time with Darley as the
love-object. At this point the patterns of growth for Clea and
Darley merge, so Clea's final involvement and ultimate selfrealization will be discussed in conjunction with Darley.
Darley's initial love affair, with Melissa, was a blind alley.
They lived together in mutual commiseration, Melissa charitably giving herself and her meager earnings as a prostitute to
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him. Darley giving her the warmth and tenderness she craved.
But it was an unprofitable love for him, for she could not
hurt him and thus make him grow. The deep urge to grow and
the primordial intelligence of the psyche therefore divert his
love from Melissa to Justine. It is at this point that Clea remarks
that the same love which had fastened upon Melissa was now
trying to work itself out through Justine. Gradually his loveobject shifts from one to the other.
The affair with Justine is immeasurably more intense than
the one with Melissa. The image Darley creates of Justine,
drawn partly from his reading of Arnauti's Moeurs, is built
upon his need to love profitably-that is, painfully and unsatisfactorily. It is a fantastic dream which inevitably must crumble
before the pressure of "reality," as it eventually does when
Justine goes to Palestine. The involvement now having broken
down, Darley retreats from Alexandria to his Mediterranean
island, there to "rework reality to show its significant side."
The attempt to impose some kind of order upon his chaotic
memories of the affair is Justine. But Balthazar's Interlinear
destroys this attempt. Darley, therefore, must once more come
to grips with his image of Justine, this time refashioning it to
harmonize with the additional information supplied by Balthazar. Balthazar records Darley's growth at this point. But, as
with Clea, the process has not yet been consummated. He must
find his way back to Alexandria and the final climatic affair
with Clea which pushes them both past the threshold.
Upon returning to Alexandria, Darley ·first of all confronts
Justine. He sees her now as she "really" is, not as he imagined
her to be. An indication of both his freedom from Justine and
his new-found (but still incomplete) self-possession is his comment:
Could it be that a few items of information merely,
facts like sand trickling into the hour-glass of the
mind, had irrevocably altered the image's qualitiesturning it from something once desirable to something
which now stirred disgust? Yes, the same process, the
very same love-process, I told myself.'
Freed now from Justine, Darley is ready to complete his growth
with Clea as the love-object, as she completes hers with him.
Their affair begins idyllically. They "fecundate" and enrich
each other. But inexorably a stress begins to creep into their
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love. A mounting tension on Clea's part, a strange unexplained
agitation, makes a separation necessary. The rupture is crudely
symbolized by an underwater accident in which Clea loses a
hand-thus releasing the hold Alexandria has on them forever.
Darley returns to his island, Clea stays in Alexandria temporarily to recover from her accident. But both of them by this
time are far enough along in their growth to sense that all is
not over between them. It will be a temporary separation, only.
After a period of several months during which they have no
contact, Darley writes to Clea. He feels the old life of Alexandria passing away. He expects something definitive to happen,
but feels the decision will not be made by him. He waits· for
the current of the future which he is sure will bring them together. Immediately after mailing the letter, too soon for it be a
reply, he receives one from Clea. The mood of hers matches
his exactly. She has reached her growth: "I wait, quite serene
and happy, a real human being, an artist at last." 10 She also
anticipates Darley's new life:
As for you, wise one, I have a feeling that you too
perhaps have stepped across the threshold into the
kingdom of your imagination, to take possession of it
once and for all. Write and tell me-or save it for
some small cafe under a chestnut-tree, in smoky
autumn weather, by the Seine. 11
Not yet, but in a short time she will be right. One unexpected
and unpremediated day, Darley begins to write with perfect
naturalness and ease. We are sure that it will be great literature.
And we are sure that Darley and Clea will unite in Paris, each
self-fulfilled and realized.
Conclusion
The basic outlines of Durrell's love-and-growth theme have
now been described and illustrated. The case for this theme has
been somewhat overstated, of course; any crystallized aspect
of a work as profuse and complex as the Alexandria Quartet is
bound to sacrifice inclusiveness for the sake of clarity. And any
work as deliberately ambiguous as the Quartet invites different
readings. Durrell undoubtedly would applaud cocktail-hour controversies over his masterpiece. This, after all, is merely an
external validation of his theme. But there are a few qualifications that should be made.
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Although as we have seen it, growth must occur as a result
of some love-involvement and consequent withdrawal, the journalist Johnny Keats seems to be a minor exception. After having been an insensitive peripheral character in the first three
novels, in Clea Keats goes off to the desert as a war correspondent and grows up. He does this without involving himself in
a love affair and without withdrawing himself from the scene of
his experience-by his own report. But on second thought the
Keats incident seems to be merely a necessary invention.
Pursewarden's wife had intended to take out her hate of her
dead husband by commissioning a lurid biography, to be done
by Keats. But such a biography would destroy the budding love
between Liza and Mountolive-a direct slap in Pursewarden's
prophetic face. So the simplest solution was to have Keats grow
up quickly, understand the poetic and moral significance of
Pursewarden's incestuous affair with Liza, and refrain from
doing the scandalous biography. This, in my opinion, is a fair
interpretation, since the incident occurs in the bustle of winding things up in Clea and has no other significance.
Balthazar might also seem to be entirely too wise to have
gotten that way without loving. But the wise Balthazar does
not have much confidence in his own vision. He vacillates between skepticism and mysticism, rationality and intuition, profundity and absurdity. He is not sure of the nature of the world,
as Pursewarden is and Darley and Clea come to be. Balthazar
is a third-rate doctor, a hermeticist, a Jew, and an Alexandrian;
but he is not an artist. He is best seen as a human flower of the
plant Alexandria.
The major hesitancy I have about the Alexandria Quartet
is a theoretical one. After having been convinced that we all
live in private worlds which are creations of our imaginations,
afte;r having been shown how the need to love makes an image
to love, after having been taken on a guided tour of truth's hall
of mirrors, are we not correct in wondering whether growth is
just as much an illusion as anything else? This thematic question corresponds to the technical one of asking if Clea is logically consistent with the plan of the Quartet. And the answer must
correspond also: I think we must drop such fine reasoning and
allow the artist (Durrell) his bag of illusory tricks. As Clea is
necessary to create the illusion of technical completion, so
the growth of the artist is necessary to create the illusion of
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thematic completion-the sensation that something has been
accomplished. Art is not bound by the rules of life. Literature
is not an encyclopedia but an image; it can be held in the mind.
And the Alexandria Quartet is a brilliant image of tangled
loves whose meaning, as Durrell suggests, probably lies somewhere within us.
1.
2.
3.
4.
5.
6.
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10.
11.
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